THE    HONEYSUCKLE    AND    THE    BEE

views in the Home Counties. All the wide vale of
Aylesbury was spread below us, with a group of trees
to the left emphasizing the height of the escarpment and
the vastness of the distance, the chalk overlooking the
clay as it does from the North and South Downs over
the Weald. The bastions of Chinnor and Bledlow were
on the left; I realized that in an afternoon I had come
from the new England to the old, that in all the miles
below me, with tiny roofs spaced among fields and woods,
away and away till the haze veiled all, the little towns
were as they had always been, except for half-hearted
fringes, and the cows infinitely more numerous than the
season-ticket-holders. And this was still Buckingham-
shire which in one corner, near London, had its Slough
of Despond, and in another its scabrous gash of High
Wycombe, but here drifted off towards Oxfordshire and
Northants, primitive still, with Thame and Bicester near
its borders, the height of Brill in its north-western corner,
and, north of Aylesbury the fenny, empty lands, full of
slow streams, that lead to Olney where Cowper's house
still stands, in which he kept his tame hares and boiled
his watch while carefully observing the egg in his hand;
a land where it was "always afternoon" and still is, in
Brill and Long Crendon, and the remote parish with
the perfect Norman church.

"Old Horse," I said, "I don't believe they can spoil
this.  The trains won't be able to get them to London

in time."

He turned his head. "I don't mind waiting a little,"
observed his great eye, "but could I nibble a little of
that bush?"
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